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The  World  Is  Waiting  For  The  Sunrise 
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While  I am  call  - ing  and  call  - ing  you.  Sweet  - ly  you  are 
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dream  - ings  As  the  dawn  comes  slow  -j  ly  stream  - ing 


Slower—  but  with  a certain  swing 
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ROSES  OF  PICARDY 
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VIDE  PRESS  Nothing  but  the  Merits  of  the  Song  can  explain  its  Extraordinary  Success 
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IF  WINTER  COMES 

Words  by  (Summer  will  eome  again) 


REGINALD  ARKELL 


Music  by 
H.  M.  TENNENT 


Love  is  a tale  that  is  told, 

Life  is  a book  we  may  read. 

Hearts, as  they  yearn, 

Are  the  pages  we  tarn. 

Wherever  the  story  may  lead. 

Springtime  may  colour  the  page, 

Summers  their  loveliness  lend, 

And  Autumns  unfold  with  their  brown  and  their  gold. 
But  winter  must  come  in  the  end. 


Swallows  may  fly  to  the  south. 

Leaving  their  nest  by  the  well; 

Winds  may  grow  chill 
On  the  crest  of  the  hill, 

The  last  rose  of  summer  may  fall. 

Friends  who  were  dear  may  forget, 

Leaving  your  heart  with  its  pain; 

But  love  that  is  true  will  be  waiting  for  you 
When  swallows  fly  northward  again. 


REFRAIN 

If  winter  comes  and  all  your  skies  are  grey; 

Though  gloomy  shadows  fall  across  your  way. 

Don’t  sit  and  dream  of  the  days  gone  by, 

When  life  was  young  and  hope  was  high. 

If  winter  comes  with  bitter  hail  and  snow, 

And  there  is  frost  on  the  pane. 

Then  just  trudge  along  with  a smile  and  a song, 
Summer  will  come  again. 
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